PATCHWORK                                         "A"
mercifully in the animal kingdom.
On the other side of the road a woman was
walking toward us, withered and haggard too, but
carrying her own stick for support, and her eyes still
lively enough to be greedy.
Simultaneously, the cow and the woman saw in
the middle of the road, ten yards before our horse's
head, a patch of cow-dung.
It is said that animals never eat the dung of their
own kind; but whoever has said this cannot have
known Indian poverty.
The cow, scenting the only meal anywhere
available for her (and she is a sacred beast, destined,
therefore, now that she is old and useless to man, to
linger on till even starvation becomes merciful, for
no human hand will help her out of her suffering)
lurched into the middle of the road and stooped
over the dung of some richer neighbour.
At the same moment the old woman rushed out
from the other side and raised her stick to beat off
her rival, for she was out collecting cow-dung to
floor her hovel somewhere behind the guava trees.
She hit the cow savagely across the face, and the
old beast subsided on to her knees above the
precious deposit.
Our   "tonga"   swerved   violently   to   avoid  a
in